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ing breezes. Frequently Matho struck his toes, as the floor was of unequal heights, making the chamber like a succession of apartments. At the end a silver balustrade surrounded a carpet, painted with beautiful flowers. He reached the suspended couch, beside which stood an ebony stool, serving as a step.
The light was arrested at the edge of the couch, and shadow, like a large curtain, completely hid all objects, save a little bare foot peering from under a white robe, resting on the corner of a red mattress. Matho very softly drew down the lamp to make a closer inspection. The occupant of the couch slept, resting her cheek on one hand, and with the other arm thrown out and exposed. The rings of her wavy black hair tumbled about her in such abundance, that she appeared actually to lie on a mass of black plumes ; her white, wide tunic was crushed in soft draperies to her feet, indistinctly defining the outlines of her form ; and her eyes were partially revealed between the half-opened lids. The perpendicular couch-hangings enshrouded her in a bluish atmosphere, and the swaying movement, imparted to the cords by her respiration, rocked her suspended couch mid-air. An enormous mosquito buzzed.
Matho stood motionless, holding the silver galley at arm's-length.   Suddenly the airy mosquito hangings ignited and disappeared.   Salammbo  awoke. The fire had become self-extinguished.   She did not speak.   The lamp flickered over the wainscoting great moire splashes of light. "What is it ?" she exclaimed. He responded : " It 10 the veil of Tanit."